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kegs were on board the ferry, when the officer
seized them and began to knock in the staves; in
that spirit lay the lives of the people ; and when
Briffham saw the man raise his mallet, he drew
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his pistol, levelled it at his head, and cried, " Stay
your hand ! If you touch that keg, you die by the
living God!" The man jumped off the ferry and
troubled them no more.

In our own journey across the plains, though
the time was August, the weather fine, the passage
swift, we suffered keenly from the want of fresh
food and of good water. My companion sickened
from bile into dysentery; no meat, no drink, would
lie in his stomach ; nothing but the cognac in our
flasks. The water almost killed him. His sun-
burnt face grew chalky-white; his limbs hung
feeble and relaxed; his strong physique so drooped
that a man at one of the ranches, after looking at
him for a moment with a curious eye, came up to
me, and said, " You will feel very lonely when he
is left behind/' My own attack came later, and in
another form. The skin of my hands peeled off, as
if it had been either frayed or scraped with a knife ;
boils came out tipon my back ; a pock started on my
under eye-lid; my fingers had the appearance of
scorbutic eruptions.